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or in his arm-chair to the right of the window as you looked out from the inside.
He rang the bell.    Sampeyre leant out.
" Hallo !    It's you, is it ? "
Clanricard was at once responsive to this face and this cordial voice. But Sampeyre had disappeared from the window. He was opening the door.
" Good moving, Clanricard. You've got a holiday, have you ? "
<e Good morning, Monsieur Sampeyre. No, I haven't. I'm on duty. But I needed to have a little talk with you. I won't disturb you long."
"Don't be silly. You will stay and lunch with me. We'll divide the beefsteak. How long does it take you to go straight from here to the rue Sainte-Isaure ? "
** It's eleven forty-five now - I've taken twelve minutes
coming up, walking fast	"
" Yes, you're all out of breath. It will take you barely ten minutes to get down, without hurrying. You ought to leave at a quarter to one."
** Yes, that will give me plenty of time."
"It's nice of you to come and surprise me like this. You ought to have done it before. Come into my study. My housekeeper will be back in five minutes at the most. She's gone to the butcher's. The vegetables are cooking already. I had a look at them myself just now. We are not very well situated for a butcher here. I believe she has to go to the rue Lepic. There is one nearer, at the corner of the rue Lamarck and the rue Paul~F6val; but she's quarrelled with him. Anyway, you needn't be afraid; you won't be late."
He laughed. He made Clanricard sit down in the armchair and went back to his own seat at the desk.
The room was mainly furnished with books and portraits. A big book-shelf took up most of the back wall. It contained unbound books. Against the wall to the tight, as you looked towards the back wall, was a glass-fronted bookcase, with twisted columns and a carved pediment, in the

